I to                             BECKET.                          ACT ii.

DE BROC.

Our castle, my lord, belongs to Canterbury.
I pray you come and take it.                           \Exit.

FITZURSE.

When you will.    [Exit.

BECKET.

Cursed be John of Oxford, Roger of York,
And Gilbert Foliot! cursed those De Brocs
That hold our Saltwood Castle from our see !
Cursed Fitzurse, and all the rest of them
That sow this hate between my lord and me 1

Voices from the Crowd.

Blessed be the Lord Archbishop, who hath with-
stood two Kings to their faces for the honour of God.

BECKET.

Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings, praise !
I thank you, sons; when kings but hold by crowns,
The crowd that hungers for a crown in Heaven
Is my true king.

HERBERT.

Thy true King bad thee be
A fisher of men; thou hast them in thy net.